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The mojl lament ableTr agedic 

That ray report is iuft and full of truth; 

Butfofc.rac thinkcsldoedigreffe too much, 

Cy ting my worthies praife, Oh pardon me. 

For w hen no friends are by , men praife thernfelues. 
Match. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this childc,' 
Of this was Tantora. deliucred, 

The ifliieofan irreligious Moore , 

Chiefe Architcft and plotter ofthefc woes, 

The viliame is aliue in Tittti houfc, 

And as he is to witnesthis is true, 

Now iudge what courfchad Titus toreuenge, 
Thefe'wrongsj vnfpeakeable paft pacrenee, 

Or more then any liuing man could bcarc. 

Now you bauc heard the truth, what fay you Romanes! 
Haue we done ought amifle? fhow vs wherein, 

'' • And from the place where you behold vs now, 

The poore remainder otAndronicic 

Will hand in hand all headlong caft vs downc, 

And on the ragged ffor.es beat forth our braincs, 

And make a tnutuall clofureof our houfe : 

Speake Romaines fpeake, and if you fay wc fliall, 

Lee hand in band Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Emtllsus. Come come thou rcucrentmanofRorac, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 

I*.'«;our Etnperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it lhall be fo. 

Marcus. Lucius , all haile Ron es roy all Empcrour, 

Goe goe intoold Titus forrowfull houfe, * 

And hither hale that misbelieuihg c jMoore, 

To be adiudgdfome direfull flaughtering death. 

As puniihment for hismotl wickedhfe. 

LuvuszW naileco Romes gracious Gouernour. 

Luctuu Thankes gentle Romaines may I gouerncio, 

To heale Romes ha«nes,aad wipe away her woe J 
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of Tim Andronkut* 

But gentle people giuemsaime a while, 

Fornature putsme to a heauie taske, 

Stand aH aloofe.but Vnckle draw you neere. 

To filed obfequious teares vpon this trunke. 

Oh take this warroekilTe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flaincface, 

The lift true duties of thy noblefonne. 
tAIarc, Tearefor tearejandfouingkiUeforkiue, 

Tby brother Ma>cus tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the fummeof thefe that I Ihould pay, 
Coutltleffe and infinite, yet would I pay them . 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and learneorvSj 
To melt in fiiawers.ihy Grandfier loud thee well, 
Manyatime hedaimfttheeon his knee, 

Sung thee afleepe,hislouingbreaft thy pillow, 

Many a mat ter hath he told to thee, 

M eete and agreeing with thine infancie. 

In that refpeft then, likea louing childe, 

Shedyeifome final! drops f:om thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kindc nature doth require it fo, 

Friends Qiould afibciatefriends in griefe and woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 

Puer, O Grandfier,Grandfire,euen withallmy hart. 
Would I were dead fo you didliueagame. 

C Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares wili choake me it I ope my mouth. 

Rommns, You fad An iromcie haue done with woes, 
Giue fenrence on this execrable wretch, 

Thathath bene breeder ofthefc direeuents. 

Lucius. Set him bread deepe in earth and famifhhiin 
There let him Hand and raueandcry for foodc. 

If any one rcleeucs or pieties him, 

For the otfeneshe dies, this is our dootne. 


